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A HINT TO A LONG-SUFFERING PEOPLE. 


When Plumbers are fighting each other, oh, then Let us hang them together, both “Union” and “ Rats,” 
Is a possible chance for respectable men: And hope for the fate of the Kilkenny cats. 


{ 
} 
\ 
| 
| 











50 





PUBLISHED EVERY WEDNESDAY. 
OFFICE: 
PUCK BUILDING, 
Southwest Corner of Houston and Mulberry Streets, 
NEW YORK CITY, 
TERMS ‘TO SUBSCRIBERS. 
(United States and Canada.) 


One Copy, one year, or 52 numbers, - - - - - - = - $5.00 
One Copy, six months, or 26 numbers, - - - - = - - - 2.5¢ 
One Copy, for 13 weeks, - - + - - - = + = = ° © 3.95 


Remit by P. O. Money Order, Postal Note, (payable at Station 
“A,’’) Draft, Express Money Order, or Registered Letter. 
(England and all Countries in the Berne Postal Treaty.) 





One Copy, one year, or 52 numbers, - - - - - + = + $6.00 
One Copy, six months, or 26 numbers, - - - - - + + + 3.00 
One Copy, three months, or 13 numbers, - - - - - - - 1.50 
RB@™ INCLUDING POSTAGE. “@@ 
Unper tHe Artistic CHARGE OF - - JOS. KEPPLER 


- - - A.SSCHWARZMANN 
H.C. BUNNER 


Business-MANAGER - 
Eprror 





SPECIAL NOTICE 
Attention is called to the fact that every issue of Puck is spe- 
cially copyrighted, and its contents protected by law. We nave 
no objection to the reprinting of paragraphs and articles, where 
Jull credit is given; but we cannot permit the reproduction of 
our pictures, except by special arrangement with us. 





INDEX TO VOLUME XIX. 
is now ready, and can be had on application at this office, with- 
out charge, or will be mailed to any address gratis. 


CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


“ | can’t make it out,’’ says the Old Fashioned, 
Practical grocer on the corner: “I don’t 
see how that man opposite makes out. He vio- 
lates every rule of the trade. He ain’t a grocer 
at all—not as I understand it. He aiu’t got 
the first idea of running a grocery business the 
way it’s been run for years and years. Why, 
he oughter ’ve been a bankrupt long ago, and 
here he is doing a first-class business, Why, 
sir, that man don’t put no sand in his sugar. 
There ain’t no clay in his flour. He buys regu- 
lar high grade tea, and sells it at the market 
price. He don’t work off no spoiled goods on 
his customers. He sells ’em just what they pay 
for. Now, you know as well as I do, that ain’t 
no way to run the grocery business. A man 
who does that sort of thing oughter fail, right 
off. And here he is, making out better than 
any man in the trade, and gives full money’s 
worth, right along. I don’t understand it.” 


* 
* * 


That is the attitude of the enemies of Mr. 
Cleveland. They are “practical politicians.” 
They can not understand how it is possible for 
a man to hold public office without entering 
into all sorts of dishonest practices—without 
trading offices for votes; without making money 
in dishonorable ways; without using every 
means, right or wrong, good or bad, to retain 
place and power, and to make the most, in a 
business sense, of one’s opportunities. They 
can not understand the truth, so simply patent 
to all honest men, that honesty really is the best 
policy. They can not believe that there are hu- 
man beings who will be honest, not to make 
money out of it, but simply for honesty’s sake. 
The thing is utterly incomprehensible to them. 
When they see a man who is apparently doing 
the honest thing, they think at first that he is a 
hypocrite and a cheat; and, when they have 
found out that he is neither, they think he is a 
fool. 


PUCK. 


In our estimation, the time 
has gone by for the extrava- 
gant eulogies with which it 
is the wont of party organs 
to overwhelm their candi- 
dates. When we were fight- 
ing for Mr. Cleveland’s elec- 
tion, two years ago, we did 
not tell our readers that he 
was the greatest statesman, the 
wisest man and the noblest 
creature, generally, that ever ARS i 
walked this earth. We said NNN 
only what we thought: that he j if 
was a thoroughly honest man, Ae 
quite capable, by education 
and natural capacity, of ad- 
ministering the affairs of our 
national government. We did 
not try to credit him with all 
the virtues attributed to Mr. 
James G, Blaine. No human 
being could have been what 
Mr. Blaine was supposed to 
be by his organs. If any man 
should reach such a pitch of 
perfection, the angels would 
claim him for their own, 
We put Mr. Cleveland for- 
ward only as an honest and 
able man, who would do his 
best to make a good presi- 
dent. He has done his best, 
and he has made a good 
president. 











* 
* * 

He has made mistakes, and he has not cor- 
rected all of his mistakes. He will probably 
continue to make mistakes. But his failures 
are in a very small proportion to his successes. 
In the main, he has done more toward reform- 
ing the civil-service, and putting the govern- 
ment business upon an honest business basis than 
any man who ever sat in the presidential chair. 
He is doing good and thorough work, and he 
is winning, day by day, the respect and confi- 
dence of thie people. If he is a candidate for 
re-election in 1888, he will have the votes of 
thousands of business men, who will lay aside 
political prejudice to put in power a man whom 
they know to be safely conservative, reasonably 
“progressive,”’ and thoroughly honest. This is 
what makes Mr. Cleveland’s “luck,” so-cailed. 
It is a kind of luck in which politicians of Mr. 
Blaine’s sort will never share. It is the simple 


luck, if you wish to call it luck, that attends all 
honest dealing. 





off till to-morrow that can be done to-day. 


laugh that he feels he wants to-day. 








HE GOT THE JOB. 
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*¢T’ll sift them ashes fer yer, cheap, Marm. 
an’ got a daisy movement on me!” 
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Jest up from Charleston, 


There is probably no trade more thoroughly 
union-ridden, rule-bound and mismanaged after 
medizval models than the. plumber’s trade. 
Plumbing, except such plumbing as is done by 
well-known experts, is far behind the require- 
ments of the age. ‘The average plumber does 
not know his business—save as an accountant 
—and that is the whole truth. He is almost 
always an incompetent, and frequently a dis- 
honest workman, The jokes that have been 
made on his ignorance and his rapacity until 
they have ceased to be jokes, have a somewhat 
serious foundation in fact. 


* * 

It is safe to say that no other strike of labor- 
ing men could take place in New York that 
would be regarded by our citizens with the 
cynical indifference with which they look upon 
the strike of the plumbers. People feel that this 
is a case of disagreement in a body of workmen 
who stand apart from all others of the com- 
munity in having a majority of unskillful mem- 
bers. It is a hard thing to give a whole trade a 
bad name; but the plumbers have earned their 
reputation for themselves, and they must not 
complain if the leaky traps and rotten pipes 
with which they have filled New York now send 
up a cloud of malodorous witnesses against 
them. 


», the poor policeman glides down the dark street with his lantern all 
aglow like a glow-worm, looking for a copy of that champion of all laugh- 
makers, PICKINGS FROM Puck, Third Crop. 
knows pertectly well that this unique—for it is unique— publication is out to-day. 
He knows that to-day is the ever living present, and that nothing should be put 
He doesn’t sing with Dobson, ‘* Give, oh, give us but yesterday;’’ he 
sings, ‘¢ Give us, oh, give us a PICKINGS FROM Puck, Third Crop.” 
Because on the morrow he may be dead from oversleep in some areaway, or 


The old custodian of the peace 


He doesn’t want to put off till to-morrow the 


his movement may be so slow that his blood will stop circulating, and then he won’t have strength enough to be 


properly hilarious on such an auspicious occasion. 


The policeman loves to smile whenever he is asked. 


If you don’t believe it, ask any bar-tender on his beat. 


Every one knows that in this Third Crop there are something like a hundred rosy smiles to the page, and that they 
are extremely intoxicating to the soul without being at all tangleful to the feet. In the language of that lyrical rack 
of bones, Cowper, the Third Crop of PIcKINGs FROM PUCK is a chalice of joy «that cheers but not inebriates.”’ 
Remember, the Third Crop is OUT TO-DAY, and now is the time to send in your orders, if you want a copy before 
the first of January. The orders have already come in in such numbers that we have been obliged to hire a fat man 
to sit on them to keep them from blowing away. It is needless to say that the Third Crop of PicKINGs FROM PUCK 


is a daisy from Daisyville, in all that the term implies. 
dealers. 





Price, Twenty-five cents per copy; to be had of all news- 
Mailed to any address on receipt of Thirty cents. 




















THE HAPLESS 
GUEST. 









FTER I take my seat 
no waiter comes 
To ask my order or 

remove the crumbs. 


On lightning wings by 
me he oft doth pass, 

But pours no water in 
my gaping glass 


Altho’ I drum away 

with fork and knife, 
RG 1 cannot make him hear to save 
my life. 


Ah! now I see him swiftly to me glide, 
Like a toboggan down a white hill-side. 


Ile takes my order, then he shoots away, 
In half-an-hour returns with loaded tray, 


And Inwls the soup before me with a hum, 
Leaving therein the impression of his thumb. 


Then scales the check that hits me in the eye, 
And for the kitchen like a hawk doth fly. 


I'd like to own the waiter for awhile, 
I'd-—— 
# 
* % 


The editor positively refuses to print what the writer 


ays he would do with the waiter. 








LORD RANDOLPH’S MEDITATIONS. 


* ie said Lord Randolph: “ I had intended 
to do considerable reading this summer; 
but with riots in Belfast and evictions in Bul- 
garia we statesmen have very little spare time. 
I intended to get an encyclopedia, and find 
out when the Irish Act of Union was passed, 
and if Gladstone had anything to do with it. 
‘There’s no telling; he was in favor of coercion 
once, and if he was mixed up in that affair, 
wouldn’t I show him up? ‘Then I wanted to 
look up ‘agrarian’ and ‘autonomy’ in the dic- 
tionary. Those words are becoming quite com- 
mon, and [ don’t think they’re slang. And I 
thought of looking at a geography just to see 
where Bulgaria really is. A statesman has to 
keep posted, 2 
“Then, as to my idea of establishing Protec- 
tion in England just as soon as we get this con- 
founded Irish matter out of the way. I think 
I have heard that we had Protection once in 
this country. I suppose the encyclopedia would 
tell you if that is so, and if so, how it is that we 
haven’t it now. And I was going to read the 
works of the great American economists, like 
Mr. Blaine. It is a pity Mr. Blaine don’t agre- 
with me on the Irish question; certainly, take 
us altogether, there are no two men alive whose 
intellects are more in sympathy than his and 
mine, James and myself are unquestionably 
the most remarkable products of Anglo-Saxon 
civilization.” 


PUCK. 


ANOTHER VERSION. 





ad H” long did Bridget Riley live with you?” 
asked a lady about to engage a servant, 
of her last employer, 

* About six months,’ 

“And why did she leave??? was the next 
question. 

“* She was very slovenly, and had no patience 
with the children, and I had to get some one 
else.” 

When Bridget appeared the next day to see 
all was satisfactory, sle was asked: 

“ How long were you with Mrs. Jones?” 
“Six months,” replied Bridget. 

“And why did you leave ?” 

“Because I couldn’t get enough to eat!’’ 
She was taken. 


=e 
_ 





«©Oh, yer liddle spring darling, de idol ob my 
stummock, I wouldn’t hut yer fer der world.” 





“Hi, gosh! Dis am de wustest effut ob my life.” 





«Yer little fairy, don’t frow away yo’r clothing 
so keerless like. I'll take kar ob yer.” 


¢ Go way dar, Mr. Policeman; you wouldn't tech 
the pastor of a flourishing parish, would you ?” 
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PARTICULAR 
PARAGRAPHS, 


AN ELEPHANT, it is 
said, can be taught 
10 play billiards, It 
must make it feel 
rather mean, how- 
cver, to be knock- 
ing about remnants 

of its dead an- 
4 cestors. 


THE FiRSi 
thing a young 
man has to do 


upon entering the newspaper business is to be- 


gin to unlearn, Young men, asa rule, know 
very much more than the simple requirements 
of the business demand. 

GeorGE WasuinGcTOoN’s Bible is owned in 
Philadelphia, It is said that it doesn’t look as 
if it had been used at all. It probably hasn’t 
since George died. A Bible will last a long 
time in Philadelphia. 


UNDER THE laws of the Pilgrim Fathers a man 
could not kiss his wife on Sundays. We can 
imagine that in those remote, old-fashioned days 
this must have been something of a hardship. 

Georce Evior said: “Childhood has no 
memories of outlived sorrow.” For a woman 
who never had any children George seems to 
have had childhood down to a fine point, 


Mrs. LANG?Ry is writing a novel. It will be 
something new to read a book written by a 
beautiful woman. Most female authors are any- 
thing but—let us change the subject. 


“ THE Swiss Cow”’ is the title of an eclito- 
rial in the Suv, We suppose this must be the 
cow from which the celebrated Swiss cheese 
manufactured in Harlem is made, 


THE New Orveans Picayune tells its sub- 
scribers low to change their addresses, It might 
have told them in fewer words: Remove your 
store-teeth, _— 

HUMAN NATURE is never seen at its best at a 
free-lunch counter. 


I1zAAK WALTON’s lines were cast in pleasant 
places. 

‘THE BLUE PENCIL is the thing to cut a story 
short. 





«« Some other day.” 
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JUSTICE AT LAST. 







GOOD many years ago, the Rev. Hegesippus 
E Hobbs, of Concord, Massachusetts, gathered 
RB eT together his personal belongings and sailed 
Nosraer 5 out to Jinihimiri to convert the heathen. 
~~ i ee Gayoldboy, then king of that country, re- 
bese ceived the missionary very cordially, and took such 
*") a fancy to him that he had him broiled next day for 

5 dlinner. 

When tidings of this unexpected and rather sad 
event reached the relatives and friends of the late Rev. H. Hobbs, in 
America, they at once communicated the particulars to the Secretary of 
State at Washington, and requested that Jinihimiri be asked to apologize 
for eating an American citizen without his consent, and to return his 
personal effects. 

Diplomatic correspondence between our State Department and 
Highbullyboy, Gayoldboy’s Prime Minister, followed, and, in the course 
of two or three years, a peremptory demand for a fitting apology and 
the late Rev. H. Hobbs’s effects was made on Jinihimiri. 

‘Ten or fifteen years later, Highbullyboy made reply to our de- 
mands, respectfully but firmly refusing to comply with them, and giving 
his reasons at considerable length. 

In the first place, he set forth that, according to the law of Jinihi- 
miri, the king had a right to eat anybody he took a fancy to. However 
much this might conflict with the laws and customs of other nations, it 
was a prerogative that, in Jinihimiri, was considered most sacred, and 
one that must, at all hazards, be maintained. 

Secondly, the Prime Minister went on to say, the late Rev. H. 
Hobbs had come into Jinihimiri of his own free will and accord; as far 
as could be ascertained, neither the king nor any citizen had sent for 
him. He had come there knowing the law of the country, it was pre- 
sumed; but if he had not it made no difference, as, in Jinihimiri, igno- 
rance of the law excuses no one. 

Thirdly, Jinihimiri would not hesitate in the matter of returning 
the personal effects of the late missionary, save that such act 


1, PP 
would establish ag Wp precedent that might become embarrass- 
Uy ing to Jinihimiri. 







Zylwe ’ ” 
Lp KN dia, In conclusion, the Prime 
/; if {ayeldboy Minister hoped that the 


Ze “_ very friendly and cordial 
\ his com existing between 
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his country and the Uni- 
ted States of America 
might not be disturbed 
by this unfortunate affair. 
Jinihimiri seemed willing 
to do almost any thing to 
maintain peace, except to 
comply with our demands. 
gy Of course, the State Department at Washing- 
xz ton could not assent to Jinihimiri’s view of 
EF — this case, and the demand for an apology and the 
missionary’s personal effects was repeated. But 
Jinihimiri heid her ground. ‘The Prime Minister reiterated his reasons 
for his refusal, and quoted freely from the Supreme Court records of 
Jinihimiri to show that the position of his country was unassailable. 

Well, the papers bearing on the case, including the correspondence 
between the two nations, were referred to Congress by our Secretary of 
State. Nothing more was heard of the matter for thirty-two years and 
six months, when Congress adopted a resolution requesting the State 
Department to repeat its demand, but in as gentle and conciliatory a 
tone as possible. 

‘This third demand on Jinihimiri was made six years ago last spring, 
and the official documents containing the apology of that country have 
at last been received at Washington. 

King Gayoldboy died many years ago, and so did his astute Prime 
Minister, Highbullyboy. The apology to our country comes from Young- 
highboy, successor to his father, Gayhighboy, who had a first-class fu- 
neral of his own some seven or eight years ago. Gayhighboy’s inordi- 
nate appetite for missionary on toast, cut him off in his eighty-fourth 
year. ‘The son, profiting by the fate of his father, is a more abstemious 
monarch. He is also a progressive ruler, reading Puck regularly, riding 
a bicycle, and in other ways trying to keep abreast of the times. 

When the third demand from our country for reparation in the 
case of the late Rev. H. Hobbs came to the notice of Younghighboy, 
he looked over the papers, and said he could see no reason why the de- 
mand could not be granted. He would rather it had come in the shape 
of a request than as a demand, but he would let that pass this‘time, for 
sake of continued peaceful relations between his country and a nation 
that had been uniformly kind and generous to Jinihimiri. 

The apology, which is now on file in the State Department at Wash- 
ington, was dictated to a stenographer by Younghighboy’s Prime Minis- 
ter, an is a brief and unique document. We are permitted to quote 
from it as follows: 





“After a careful review of the case of the late unfortunate Rey. 
Hegesippus Hobbs, his Highness, the King, can think of no just reason 
why the apology asked of Jinihimiri by the United States of America 
should longer be withheld. By advice of his physicians, his Highness, 
the King, does not use missionary in any form, and has therefore 
no wish to hold out for a prerogative that is of no further benefit to 
his country. Please consider this an apology in full. His Highness, 
the King, wishes to add that it may be of interest to the surviving rela- 
tives of the late Rev. Hobbs, and in a measure soothe and soften their 
grief, to know that the honored and lamented grandfather of his High- 
ness, the King, regretted all the remainder of his life that he had the 
esteemed missionary broiled instead of boiled, that dinner being the he- 
ginning of a case of dyspepsia that soured the lamented monarch against 
America, and cast a painful gloom over all his declining years, 

“ In regard to the personal _-.. effects of the defunct 
missionary, I find among ~. “, the records in the 
Foreign Office that, on his arrival in Jinihi- 
miri, he was possessed \ of the following 
articles, to wit: 1 pair ) shoes, 1 striped 
( linen suit, 1 pair 








e. 








steel-rimmed spectacles, 2 suits underclothing, 1 white hat, 1 jack-knife, 
1 package tracts, 1 hymn-book, 1 pocket cork-screw, 1 box Pinchbeck 
earrings, 1 small empty bottle, labeled ‘snake-bite antidote.’ ‘These ar- 
ticles having been lost or hypothecated during the long reign of the 
lamented Gayuldboy, his Highness, the King, would beg leave to sug- 
gest that their value be fixed by arbitration, and that Jinihimiri will pay 
the amount agreed upon to the United States of America, for the bene- 
fit of the surviving relatives of the defunct Rev. Hobbs, less seventy- 
five per cent. for cash. 

“Trusting that the relations between Jinihimiri and the United 
States of America may be as peaceful and friendly in the future as they 
have been in the past, 1 have the honor to be, etc., etc., etc., etc., etc.” 

It is a matter for national congratulation that our country has at 
last obtained justice from Jinihimiri in the case of the late Rev. Hege- 
sippus Hobbs, and without the clash of arms and the spilling of precious 
gore, Scotr Way. 








SHERMAN (oguitur) TO THE SHIRT. 


ou are ragged, and tattered, and torn, 
And nothing is left of your tail. 
Your bosom is shockingly worn 
And I button you up with a nail. 
Your color is really écru, 
Instead of inspiriting red; 
And I put you on over my shoe 
As easy as over my head. 
Oh! I sadly look back to the day 
When I took a firm hold on your yoke, 
And waved you around in a way 
That volumes of eloquence spoke. 
I flaunted you swift through the air, 
As I vividly shot off my mouth; 
1 yelled of the battle’s red glare, 
And the down-trodden blacks of the South. 
Now I shake you again in the blast, 
But you tear a new place every shake; 
Can it be that your best days are past— 
That no more Northern hearts you can wake? 
Ah! well—may be so. But I swear 
Till of life I am wholly bereft; 
I will saw you around in the air 
As long as your collar-band’s left. 
CLus. CROMWELL. 




















TERROR. 


HOPE that I may some- 
time become madly 
insane —so much so 
that I will not be re- 
sponsible for what I 
do, ‘Then I will go 
and kill a man, [ 
have selected the man. 
I picked him out last 
iy | Sunday at church, 

and | would know 
nim among a million. There 







the morning being cloudy, and | 
had a seat all to myself for awhile, but 
by and by an usher brought this man 
in and put him alongside of me. He 
sat down and began to squirm around 
on the seat. Presently he arose and took 
off his overcoat, which he hung over the 
back of the seat. Pretty soon he moved 
it to another place, and a minute or two later 
it fell to the floor and had to be picked up. 
He kept quiet then for half a minute, 1 said 
to myself: “he’s settled now; but he wasn’t 
settled at all. He was merely trying to think 
of something to do. He thought of his gloves, 
and began to pull them off. ‘This heated him, 
and he wiped his face with his handkerchief, 
and whispered to me: “ Swarm day.” I nodded 
and said: “Yes, it seems to be swarming up 
some.”? 

He then picked up a hymn-book and began 
to rattle the leaves, If I had had a tooth-pick, 
I believe I would have stabbed him. He hitched 
along toward me, and asked me what part I was 
in the habit of singing. 1 said that I had a 
confirmed habit of singing the easy parts, and 
skipping the notes that had flags on them, be- 
cause I didn’t think it was worth while to bother 
with the little notes, anyway. It was a foolish 
thing to say, because it encouraged the man to 
talk about music, and half the people in the 
church were already looking at us. 

“T used to sing bass in a minstrel-show,” 
said the man: “I was encored and called be- 
fore the curtain every night.” 

“Well,” I replied, warming up: “I used to 
sing in a circus, and one night more than a 
hundred people came to my house when | was 
in bed, and encored me and called me out. 
‘They were very enthusiastic, and a piece of a 
brick hit me on the ear.” 

The man was quiet for three or four minutes 
after that, but he gathered himself together 
again and said: 

“This preacher is the smartest one in the 
city. I heard him preach an hour and forty 
minutes once.” 

“I know a smarter preacher than that,” I 
said: “I know one that is so smart that he fre- 
quently preaches three hours, and after he is 
rubbed down he is just as fresh as can be, and 
you wouldn’t know that he had been doing any- 
thing.” 

Pretty soon the minister gave out a hymn, 
The man put on his glasses and opened the 
book, and began to look for the place. While 
he was searching, he forgot the number of the 
hymn, and so he asked me where it was. I told 
him that I didn’t know, but I would go and ask 
the minister. He said: “No, never mind, I'll 
sing this one; this is a good-enough hymn,’’ and 
he picked out one and started in about two 
lengths ahead of the choir. 

‘This was an insult, because it implied that 
he knew more about starting a hymn than the 
choir did. But it wasn’t the same hymn that 
the choir was going to sing, and I suppose the 
man thought that it didn’t make any differ- 
ence. He seemed to be perfectly conscientious 
about it, for when he made a particularly wild 
strike at a note, he went back and tried it over. 
I have heard voices like his at the end of a 
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Aunty.—Amelia, let me out of this thing instantly! 


tow-line on the canal, only not so loud. When 
he swooped down on the lower notes it sounded 
like a farmer’s boy sliding off from the roof of 
the barn. The minister spoke to me about it 
after the services, and he said it reminded him 
of a‘“horning” that he once participated in, 
in which three men were killed and several 
missing. He said he was missing. 

The worst of it was that everybody thought 
I was making the noise, because the other man 
had a large drooping moustache, which covered 
his mouth so that he didn’t seem to be doing 
anything whatever. A lady who sat in the next 
seat behind, reached over and slipped a dollar 
into my hand and said: “ Please don’t do it 
any more.”? Then I arose and went out. 

It can not be pleasant to be insane, but I 
would like to be a lunatic a little while so that 
I could kill that man. 








Ir Perry Davis wants to get a good “ad.” 
for his Pain-Killer, he should lose no time in 
securing a letter eulogistic of its virtues from 
the different base-ball umpires. 


‘THE KIND of whiskey dispensed in the aver- 
age bar-room, is what does more for temper- 
ance than all the intemperance lecturers in the 
country put together. 





Ir 1s all well enough for the poet to speak of 
his lady having a shell-like ear, but suppose its 
size justified the comparison with saddle-rock ? 





BEAUTY WHEN unadorned is adorned the 
most, but it is pretty hard for the husband of a 
society woman to make his wife believe it. 


“ Wuar Is an artificial leg of mutton ?” asks a 
correspondent. We never heard of one, but 
suppose it must be a goat’s leg. 


WHEN A WOMAN gets on a six shoe, and can 
not walk in it, she will not take a seven because 
there is luck in odd numbers, 





WE aways thought that Squire was a doubt- 
ful character, and now there is no doubt at all 
about it. 


THE MISSIONARY who spends his life in African 
labors, wastes his sweetness on the desert heir. 





Ir 1s estimated that if Evarts stammered, it 
would take him two years to make a speech. 


HEAVY ENGLISH 
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This may be style, but I prefer sliding down stairs, 
ARGUMENTATIVE. 


- "=" worst thing about you, old man, is that 
in argument you always take the oppo- 

site side, no matter what you really think.” 

“ Nonsense, dear boy; and to prove it, I'll 
admit that you are right.” 

“Then, you confess it.” 

“On the contrary, I have disproved your 
proposition by agreeing with you for once.” 

“Yes, but—”’ 

And he hasn’t yet been able to decide where 
the flaw lies. Nor have I. F, E. CHase, 


IS. 


First Crvizen.—I hear that Cyrus Field 
thinks of raising the tone of the A/ai/ and Ex- 
press and making it a society paper. 

Seconp CirizEn.—I thought it was an ele- 
vated journal already. 








DISENCHANTED. 








SAW her at a minstrel-show, 
And passing fair was she; 
1 wondered if her voice and 
mind 
As beautiful could be. 


I worshiped at a dis- 
tance 

Until the end - man 
spoke, 

When my sou! was chill- 

ed with sadness, 

For she laughed at the 

minstrel’s joke. 


So old and stale and weary 
That joke was that he 

A sprung, 
“~ The fire-bells of the city 
Rebuking should have rung. 


I could have borne the * chesinut,” 
But from my dream I woke 
When I saw her overcome with mirth 
At that wretched minstrel joke. 


Had she spoken in loud, uncultured tones, 
And talked even slang in such, 

Or eaten of peanuts from a bag, 
I shouldn’t have cared so much. 


But that brief charm her beauty cast, 
No more can aught invoke; 
For I saw her laughing, half convulsed, 
At a weary minstrel joke. GrarHu 
Spriu; field, Mass. 





5 rn re re sr 


aE ANNES oe Bare sea eee 


SS SSS ESE 





54 | PUCK. 


V.--THE DissIPATED DONKEY. 


t list of Dissipated Donkeys includes all 
classes and conditions of men, from the 
#- Fourth Ward youth, who is a member of what 
the Sun calls a “gang,” and who spends his 
waking moments agitating what I am told coarse 
people call the “growler,” and his sleeping mo- 
ments in overcoming the effects thereof, to the 
gilded adolescent who is addressed by name by 
the waiters in Delmonico’s, calls John L. Sulli- 
van “ John, old man,” and wakes in the dimpled 
morn with an appetite for Vichy water. 
The first of these has been sung ‘by the Baron d’Eyncourt, formerly 
known as Alfred ‘l'ennyson, in his vulgar stave: 








Fill the cup and fill the can, Every moment dies a man, 


Hiave a rouse before the morn; Every moment one is born— 
while Mr. T. Moore wrote of polite dissipation in a far more refined 
vein, from a Turkish bath: 


’T was night, and many a circling bowl 
Had deeply warmed my swimming soul; 
As lulled in slumber I was laid, 

Bright visions o’er my fancy played, 


until the rubber came to anoint him with alcohol 
in a raw state and externally, and the man in the 
next compartment asked him what in the name of 
Calliope he was snoring about. 

Of course, | shall not treat of the lower 
order of Dissipated Donkeys—lower social- 
ly, I mean, for the better caste in this respect 
is more frequently of a worse order of asin- 
inity—but shall confine myself to the types 
that we meet the most frequently in our own 
walk in life. What have we in common, for- 
sooth, with men who imbibe from a can, as 
Mr. ‘Tennyson and the Fourth Warders call 
their drinking-vessels ? 

I must premise with the explanation 
that all dissipated men are not donkeys, 
since I myself have been known to go in 
for a little polite dissipation upon occasion, 
‘he donkey dissipates because he considers 
it a manly and fashionable occupation, calcu- Vy 
lated to endear him to the female element in Bells 
society. The female novelists are largely to S 
blame for this state of things, since they are so 7 
fond of depicting their heros as young sots—“ five- bottle men,” the 
English call them. 

The gifted Lord Ginfizz, who wrecks every female heart that beats 
near his perfumed person, who dashes off a fashionable novel in his odd 
moments, is the best waltzer, the most skillful fencer, the most daring 
rider, a brilliant musician, and, of course, took the honors of his class 
at Oxford or Cambridge, was the stroke of his crew, and the captain of 
the cricket eleven, is pictured by the aforementioned female novelist of 
the Ouida style, as a swaggering sot. He becomes intoxicated at his ciub, 
thrashes the cabman, also drives him home, and wakes up with a desire 
for sermons and soda-water, in the most charming manner possible, and 
is the petted darling of his “set.” 

The Dissipated Donkey is the youth who reads this veracious tale, 
and vows he will go and do likewise, and become as popular and love- 
able himself. 

To this end, he imbibes strong liquors that make him shiver every 
time he tastes them, and cultivates a weary and languid appearance that 
his fair friends may understand that a fast life is beginning to tell upon 
him. He hints in a vague way at his orgies of the previous night, and 
laments that the luck was against him at the gaming-table, and, strange 
as it may seem, this sort of thing has its effect upon female fools—but 
upon fools only. 

The Dissipated Donkey prides himself upon being what he fondly 
calls a“ thoroughbred,” by which term he intends to convey the idea 
that he is ready to go in for any deviltry upon a moment’s notice, and 
cares not for pains or expense. But, if you will observe this species 
carefully, you will notice that he generally defies the proposition in nat- 
ural physics which relates that nature abhors a vacuum. Nature sub- 
dues her abhorrence in constructing the interior ef his head. 

I have known one of his species to rejoice with great joy, and re- 
late with pride the circumstance that some friends discovered him, at 
an early hour of the morning, in a state of alcoholic coma in a res- 
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taurant, and that it took several hours of continued application in a 
Turkish bath to bring his feeble senses back to him. ‘The fact that he 
was laid up for two days, and suffered the miseries that only the rack 
of physical recuperation from such asininity can inflict upon the human 
body, was nothing commensurate with his delight at having thus proved 
himself a donkey. 

It is useless to give advice to a donkey, because, as I have previ- 
ously shown, no donkey is aware that he is a donkey, and, therefore, ad- 
vice would be entirely lost upon the species. 

Nevertheless, it is the Dissipated Donkey—who calls himself a man 
about tewn because it is an English term—who is apt to consider that 
Lord Chesterfield, who called himself a man of the world, is the proper 
pattern to model after in the line of polite dissipation. 

Now it so happens that Chesterfield himself did up the Dissipated J 
Donkey in great shape, tore him.up the back, so to speak, almost as well 
as I could have done, in his letters to his son. 

His Lordship said that when an ass told him that he had drunk six 
or eight bottles of wine at a sitting, out of charity he believed him a 
liar, for, otherwise, he should consider him a beast. He reflected, how- 
ever, that argument was thrown away upon such 
shallow puppies, and advised his son to leave 
them to what he termed their “dirty and -dis- 

graceful vices,” 

But the Dissipated Donkey is not objec- 

tionable on moral grounds, It is because he 
is such a tiresome ass that he is a nuisance. 
My old friend, Heinrich Heine, used to say: 


Much have I endured that is vexatious, 

But one thing makes me weak and haggard; 
It is to see a nervous weakling 

Try to play the genial blackguard. 


If the Dissipated Donkey knew how quickly 
f he was sized up for a nervous weakling every 

time he attempted to play the genial black- 
guard in polite society, he would give over 
the effort; but he never will, for otherwise he 
would not be a donkey. 

I have devoted the most of this chapter to the 
young donkey of the species under discussion, but, 
alas, the old ones are even worse, What more dreary 
and boresome creature is there than an old rake? 
I have not the heart to consider them. Would that 
all the species might meet the fate of that one of 
them, whom Mr. Gilbert tells of in his “ Precocious 
Baby,”? who chucked his nurse under the chin and 
called her a “doosed fine gal’? before he was a week 

old; hailed his father as a “shocking old fox” 
at a year, and died “an enfeebled old dotard at five.” 








ALTHOUGH THAT joked-out creature, the messenger-boy, is not 
exactly dead, yet it is hard to realize that he is in the quick. He is 
not dead, but sleepeth, would perhaps be the truest and most charitable 
construction to be put upon him. 


“Go sLow” is an expression that contains much wholesome ad- 
vice in regard to frugality, but a school-boy would never think of 
leveling such an axiom at the school-room clock. 








A FANTASIA FOR OUR E. C.’S. 





HousE-CLEANING IN PARK Row. 











POLITICIANS are polish- 
ing up their booms for the 
regular fall campaign. 
The farmer ta,es his 
hogs to the county fair, 
and gets the first prize 
for weight. If he were to 
take his summer boarders 
to the fair, he would also 
get the first prize for weight 
<- —feather weight. 






' The clergyman is re- 
ae turning from Palestine. That 


« is, he is getting back from Paris 

and London, whence he went 
from some quiet village for rest, and is telling 
the flock how things looked at Mt. Ararat and 
the Red Sea, and how many red herrings he 
caught -there. 

‘The wary Jerseyman is hanging fish-hooks in 
the grape-arbor. It would also be a good idea 
for him to put a trolling-hook or two in the 
muskmelon-patch. 

The squash is blooming in the pumpkin-pie, 
and the brindled tom-cat sleeps under the stove 
until the rabbit pot-pie season is over, 

The ocean hotel-keeper says this is the very 
loveliest time of the year to be by the sea. 

The mountain hotel-keeper says this is the 
very loveliest time of the year to be in the 
mountains. 

The birds are beginning to think of starting 
for Florida, and the codfish for the Souti Seas 
for warmth. 

‘The pensive Metropolitan policeman now 
discards his summer hat and short coat, and 
gets himself a warm winter club, 

The turkey is thinking of Thanksgiving, and 
trembling while he sips the anti-fat, which he 
trusts may save his life. 

‘The straw hat is a thing of the past, and the 
pearl-colored Derby is smashed on the head of 
the Stock Exchanger. 

‘The base-ball umpires are concluding that 
if they can only remain 
whole one month more, 
they will be intact for at 
least eight months. 

‘The clam is feeling hap- 
py because people are giv- 
ing him up and taking to 
the oyster. 

Gossips are trying to 
guess at the summer-resort 
engagements that will 
shortly be announced, 

Scores show which way 
the base-ball pennant goes. 

‘The umbrella that has 
been packed away all sum- 
mer is now taken from its 
retirement, and is found 
to have broken four ribs 
all by itself. This occurs 
on a rainy day. 

The politician recog- 
nizes as friends, on the 
street, men who are per- 
fect strangers to him. 

The man who bought 
an unmatchable suit of 
clothes last June, is prais- 
ing himself for his long- 
headedness in securing an 
extra pair of trousers, 

‘Lhe cornet- player has 
got;through doing the 
final rose of summer at 
the seashore, and is now 
getting engagements to 
play the fife for target- 
companies and_ political 


parades. 
R. K. M. 


PUCK. 


A VIENNA PROFESSOR recently received five 
thousand dollars for perfurming a single opera- 
tion on an Egyptian banker, This is not in- 
comprehensible. We have known an ignorant 
Fourth Warder to make ten thousand dollars 
by an operation on a Wall Street banker. ‘The 
operation was performed with a section of gas- 
pipe upon the banker’s head, and the grateful 
financier allowed him any recompense he felt 
like taking. 








WANTED—KITTENS. 


50 cents a dozen for kittens: must be between seven and 
ninedays. W—— H——, Bleecker St.—Morning Newspaper. 


IFTY cents a dozen! 
Kittens nine days old! 
Thus in Freedom's country 
Lives are bought and sold. 
Oh, Bergh! why art thou silent? 
The Philistines are here! 
The reeking soil is stained with gore, 
A million kittens’ bier. 


Fifty cents a dozen! 
Kittens nine days old! 
Of Tabby’s griefs and sorrows 
The half were never told. 
The sausage mills are grinding 
Our tender pussy cats, 
And ladies soon will wear their heads 
Upon their Sunday hats. 


Fifty cents a dozen! 
Oh, heartless fiends, would thus 
Your cruel souls requite us 
For those you steal from us? 
Is all our fond attention 
Our tender care and love, 
To count for naught when cats are bought 
For bonnet, muff and giove? 


Fifty cents a dozen! 
There lurks a fortune here! 
Oh, why should kittens sell so cheap, 
And bonnets cost so dear? 
Bright Eagle, Bird of Freedom, 
Our pristine strength restore, 
And help us keep our cats, until 
They fetch a little more. 
E,. FRANK LINTABER. 


EVERY-DAY HYPOCRISY; OR, WHAT WE SAY AND WHAT WE MEAN. 
No. IL. 
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Ir 1s said that” 
@- girls of the pres > 
ent day are going in for short-hand writing 
more and more every year. If this continues 
many years, very few breach-of-promise suits 
brought by jilted maidens will come to trial. 
With a thousand folios or so of short-hand 
notes, with every kiss and every hug correctly 
denoted, very few men will care about con- 
testing a case, 








“]T WANT TO marry my sister-in-law,” writes 


a Dutchess County man to a contemporary. 
We have no objections, but we would suggest 
that it would do no harm for him to ask his 
sister-in-law first. ra 

DepHAM, Mass., would not be an inappro- 
priate place for an actors’ burying-ground. 


‘THE SIXTH SENSE—The Sense of Our Own 
Importance. 


ON FOG HORNS. 





New York, September 11th, 1886. 
bas the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

The recent race between the Mayflower 
and the Gadatea in a fog, by attracting public 
attention to the matter of fogs and fog horns, 
may give mea chance to inflict on your readers 
my views on that subject. 

I once passed a foggy and sleepless night on 
a Sound steamer, and I shall never forget it. 
The way those fog-horns did toot, not only on 
our boat, but on every other vessel within miles, 
reinforced by whistling buoys and other satanic 
inventions, was something frightful, I thought 
first that the steamboat captains had all gone 
ona prolonged jamboree—had drunk themselves 
into the idea that it was 
the Fourth of July, or the 
night before New Year’s, 

But no—they said it was 


the fog. 
lv Maybe I am not bright 


—but I didn’t see then, 
and I don’t see now, how 
they expected to clear up 
a fog by blowing those 
whistles. ‘They may have 
known what they were 
about—all | know, is, they 
blew all night, and the 
next morning the fog was 
thicker than ever — you 
couldn’t see ten yards, 
Why people will cling to 
an idea after the most 
positive proof of its ab- 
surdity, is beyond me. 
Some people said it was 
not to clear away the fog, 
but to prevent collisions, 
; This looks specious and 
1 plausible, but there is noth- 
ai ing in it. We told the 
Wns captain that he needn’t 
“ie ae avoid collisions on our ac- 
count — that we didn’t 
_ mind such trifles — what 


th 


| 











= » we wanted was sleep. He 

——- — said he was running that 

LO ag boat. I hope he felt proud 
=- > Opper of the way he ran her. 


a Can’t something be done 


in this matter? 


WHAT THE EpiTor SAys.—‘‘ We deeply regret, that owing to the tremendous pressure on our 
columns, we are obliged to decline your charming and delightful poem. We remain, etc., etc.” 

Wuat HE Mgans.—‘ Of all the wretched trash we have ever endured the misery of reading, 
this stuff of yours is the worst. 


Your old friend, 


Vox Popuwuti. 
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A BE4R MOVEMENT IN THE NORTH WOODS. 


A home run, made with the bases previously covered, at a stage 
of the game when four runs are required to win, never created a 
greater storm of applause. A perfect cyclone of laughter followed, 
and the people who were fully aware of Grimes’s great virtue as 
a twirler of the sphere now knew him also as a humorist. 

‘The man who had offered the advice looked as though the 
earth had dropped from under his feet. He got 
out of the way as soon as possible, and wasn’t 
seen after. 

‘Say,’ shouted a boy on the 

stand to a boy outside: “a fresh 

lad just told Grimes to change 

his bat for luck, and Grimes 

told him to change his shirt.”’ 

This created a laugh out- 

side, and Grimes’s stock went way up. 

But there is an end to all earthly grandeur, — ee 

It is when triumph glads us with her sweetest 
smile, and fortune casts its flowers at our feet, that failure chills us 
with her leaden frown, The rose is plucked when it attains its blush- 
ing perfection, and Death claims the flower of the flock. We are 
rudely wakened from our happiest dreams, from our nightmares never. 













THE Fancy HUNTERS AND THE BEAR. 


GRIMES. 


WENT to a base-ball match t ‘e other day, for the first time in 
several years, A man sitting next me on the grand stand 
saw I was a stranger, and immediately set to work, in the kind- 
liest manner, to fill me to the brim with information regarding 
the home club, such as he probably only thought it proper for 
me to know in order to get along all right. 

“You see that lad swinging the bat in the red cap over there ?” 

“Yes,” I replied, for I couldn’t help seeing him on account 
of the size of his feet. 

“Well,” he continued, with the air of one solving a riddle: 
“that’s Grimes!” 

This was said in such an impressive way that I concluded 
that he supposed I would know all about Grimes and his per- 
formances at the mention of his name. But the only Grimes I 
ever heard of was Old Grimes who wore the coat all buttoned 
down before, and he was dead. I didn’t wish to expose my 
ignorance of so seemingly celebrated a character as Grimes, 
for fear of being laughed at, so I simply replied: ‘ That’s 
Grimes, eh ?” 

“Yes, that’s Grimes!” continued my informant: “that’s 
Grimes!”’ 

The man smiled all over as Grimes sent the ball flying down 
into the crowd, for he was exercising a little before the game. 
Then he said, slapping his hand on his knee: “ He used to pitch for the Portsmouths!” 

This was a flood of light on the Grimes question, and I felt that now I could appear more 
intimately acquainted with Grimes. But I didn’t know whether he pitched for Portsmouth, 
Virginia, or Portsmouth, New Hampshire, so I couldn’t talk unguardedly. 

“He pitches six different curves!’ exclaimed the man: “and the boys can’t get onto him!” 
exclaimed my informant, proudly: “Only yesterday week he struck out twenty men. ‘hat’s 
the day they done the Patersons up ten to two.” 

I expressed my admiration of this invincible creature in the box. 

“‘ He takes care of his mother,’”’ continued the man next me, as he puffed on a five-cent 
cigar, whose smoke seemed to be doing its utmost to ruin his health, without much 
prospect of success. So, then, Grimes was a dutiful son as well as an invincible 
pitcher. It seemed z such a queer combination of virtues. George Washington, 
1 thought, was, no doubt, a good dutiful son; but he couldn’t play ball. Benja- 
min Frank- lin was undoubtedly the joy of his parents’ lives; but he didn’t know 
enough about ball-playing to cover right field for an amateur club. Surely, 
Grimes was great, and I felt small and mean beside him. I noticed that others 
ff watched his every movement, as though he was inspired as well as supernatural. 
TZ Such phrases as “Grimes pitches to-day,” ‘Grimes won’t let them onto him,” 

and, “wait till you see Grimesy down them,” were current on all lips. Small boys 

kept near him in order to have him speak to them, if only to tell them to keep out of 
the way. That would be honor enough for one day. One little boy threw hima ball 
that went over his head, and then walked away smiling from ear to ear with happiness and 
triumph, One little fellow caught a foul tip, knocked by the great Grimes. He ran off blush- 
ing, as his eyes came in contact with those of his companions. 

“ How did it feel?” and, “ Did it hurt much?” were asked on all sides, as the boy looked at 
his hands to see if they were intact. 

Word was sent out to the boys, who were watching the proceedings through fence-holes, 
that Yaller Pete had caught the fly, and he was looked upon with more envy than any one else 
on the field, except the mascotte and the son of the proprietor of the grounds, who could always 
go in for nothing. 

Finally a man shouted to Grimes, himself: “Why don’t you change your bat ?” 

That Grimes knew exactly what he was about, and didn’t wish to be advised by a mere 


layman, I gather from his reply: “ Why don’t you change your shirt ?” 













All that ’s bright must fade, 
The brightest still the fleetest. 


Grimes was that day, for the first time, knocked out of the 





THE BEAR AND THE FANCY HUNTERS. 


box. He went the way of Napoleon, Cesar and 
Geronimo, and those who had shortly before 
been so loud in his praise now spoke of him as 
a “stuff? and a “loafer”? who ought to be re- 
leased. In fact, the crowd was so much en- 
grossed with Grimes that it forgot to rend the 
umpire limb from limb. 
R. K. MuNKITTRICK. 








MEXICAN WAR BALLADS. 





Il.—SonG OF THE CHERRY Him. LIGHT CAVALRY. 





N Sonora’s sunny bowers, Where the giant cactus 

towers O’er our camp amid the flowers, 

And the pretty bronze Sefiora, Juanita, Isadora, [Laden 
with the gifts of Flora, 

Hastes to crown each brave Fourth Warder For restor- 
ing law and order All along the lawless border, 

And afar the treasure river Of the silver Guadalquivir 
Gleams, a little shining sliver, 

And ‘the gold mines glow and glitter In the radiant 
sun, the fitter For their guardian deserts bitter, 
And the sands with rubies darkle, And the diamonds 

glint and sparkle, In a shower of shining charc’l, 
When the parrots, in convention, Sink the cause of their 
contention, And the stars make their ascension, 
Then we’ll swing our wide sombrero, Like a veteran 
gay vaquero, And we’ll pass our pipe and beero, 
And well dance with fairy sandal, Till the red vol- 
cano’s candle Burns down unto the handle. 
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“The Bostonians;”’ a Novel, 
by Henry James (Macmillan & Co., 
London and New York), is a very long 
novel — about four times too long for 
the amount of plot and incident it con- 
tains. It represents Mr. James’s theory of novel-writ- 
ing pushed to the extreme, with the result of producing 
what may be termed ‘the gold beaters’-skin of fiction.” 
Surely, never before was so little material laboriously 
hammered out till it covered so large a space. Over 
two hundred pages are devoted to a most painstaking 
endeavor to depict the characters of two young women; 
but Mr. James carries his super-subtle analysis of 
thoughts and minute dissection of motives so far that 
he defeats his purpose. He reduces his characters to 
such infinitesimal fragments that the reader is unable to 
gather and reconstruct them into living, breathing 
entities. His elaborately described women seem rarely 
to have a single naturalimpulse. The simplest word 
spoken appears to be the outcome of numerous conflict- 
ing thoughts or feelings. Mr. James stops his charac- 
ters’ conversations to explain, or trace the origin of 
almost every sentence they utter. Under these cir- 
cumstances the dialogues become tedious and wearisome 
to follow. The art of the greatest novelists lies largely 
in the expression of character in speech. When a 
writer cannot give individuality to his dialogue, he 
rarely improves the effect by elaborate description of 
how his people looked and felt. The more careful the 
process of description, the weaker does it make the 
resulting talk seem. Where Mr. James has striven least, 
he has succeeded best. His hero, and Mrs. Luna, are 
far more natural, vigorous and lifelike than either of the 
heroines. About the middle of the work, the author 
seems to have had a suspicion that he was failing to 
interest, and writes that all this is no doubt somewhat 
wearying. Could he but hear the cordial assent to this 
statement which the average reader gives, he would 
hardly feel flattered. The title is rather an insult to 
Boston, for the characters introduced as dwellers in 
that city are not fair representatives of its inhabitants, 
but rather extreme types of a comparatively small, how- 
ever remarkable, portion. What Mr. James seems most 
to stand in need of is an editor, armed with a very 
thick and almost inexhaustible blue pencil. He writes 
at times so well — even in ‘¢ The Bostonians ’’ — the 
concluding chapters have earnestness, manliness and 
dramatic force — that it is a source of genuine regret 
that he should ‘so frequently be beguiled into feeble 
diffuseness. 

«¢ Buz; or the Life and Adventures of a Honey-Bee,” 
by Maurice Noel (Henry Holt & Co.), is a meritorious 
little book. It describes the career of a bee in a sym- 
pathetic and picturesque manner, which will be interest- 
ing to young and old alike. It is easy to see that Mr. 
Noel has never picked a honey-bee before it was ripe. 
Ife does not know the warmth of a bee’s affection for a 
man who is too previous. If he did, he would not be so 
familiar with the insects. 

«¢ Barnes’s Short Studies in English” (A. S. Barnes 
& Co.) is a useful and entertaining hand-book for very 
young people, and is well calculated to settle the imma- 
ture American mind on a sound basis of good English. 
18s really a creditable and useful little work. 








PUCKERINGS. 


N™ THAT the peculiar style of journalism, of 
which the New York Swz is the able ex- 

ponent, has attained such proportions, every 
newspaper office should have a convenient and 
easy method of reference when it is desired to 
characterize briefly but exhaustively individuals 
of the opposite party. Such a card as the fol- 
lowing might be hung above the editorial desk, 
with such additions as the facilities of language 
and the instincts of impropriety suggest: 

A random young person. 

An indefinite individual. 

A grown-up gamin. 

An infirm mind. 

A harmless driveller. 

A receptacle of senility. 

A man spinster, 

A cherisher of amiable senile delusions. 


WE conress to having read with a good deal 
of satisfaction of Keats whipping a butcher boy 
of his acquaintance, and of Julian Hawthorne 
pounding a military upstart in Germany. It 
shows that careful literary training is worth 
something after all. 


PUCK. 


WE ake told, in a poem, that “the hand that 
rocks the cradle is the hand that rules the 
world.” This is, no doubt, a pretty sentiment; 
but the author ought to know that about eight 
women out of ten rock the cradle with their 
feet. 


AN Irisu friend of ours tells us of a place on 
the East side where fights are of such common 
occurrence that when a disturbance of some 
kind is not taking place, great crowds gather to 
see what is the matter, 





Joun C. ENo is said to be one of the most 
expert billiard players in the Dominion. He 
runs a game out in an unprecedented short 
time--if nobody watches him count. 


THE BALLET-DANCER is never as red as she’s 
painted. 








EXCELSIOR. 





REVISED BY A PATENT-MEDICINE MAN. 





HE shades of night were falling fast, 
As through an Alpine village passed 
A youth, who bore ’mid snow and ice, 
A banner with the strange device— 
*«Try Dr. Beefs Cough Syrup, a sure cure for Dan 
druff !” 


His brow was sad; his eye beneath 
Flashed like a falchion from its sheath, 
And like a silver clarion rung 
The accents of that unknown tongue— 
*¢Muleford’s Acid Phosphates is the most reliable 
remedy in the market, for the speedy cure of ingrowing 
toe-nails. To be taken internally.” 


In happy homes he saw the light 
Of household-fires gleam warm and bright. 
Above, the spectral glaciers shone, 
And from his lips escaped a groan— 
¢¢ Skunk’s Mandrake Bitters will cure the most obsti- 
nate case of baldheadedness in three weeks. One hun- 
dred doses one hundred dollars.” 


‘¢Try not the Pass,” the old man said: 
*¢ Dark lowers the tempest overhead; 
The roaring torrent is deep and wide !” 
And loud that clarion voice replied— 

*s Warnock’s Fire - Proof Safe, Kidney and Liver 
Cure will give instant relief from griping pains in the 
stomach, and from four to six doses will remove the most 
venerable corn you may have.” 


**O stay,” the maiden said: ‘¢ and rest 
Thy weary head upon this breast!” 
A tear stood in his bright blue eye, 
But still he answered with a sigh— 

**Hair’s Ayer Vigor imparts new life to the system, 
and supplies the blood with nutriment, and for children 
who are teething, it is invaluable. Apply to the scalp, 
rubbing it well in.” 


** Beware the pine-tree’s withered branch! 
Beware the awful avalanche!” 

This was the peasant’s last good-night, 

A voice replied far up the height— 

** Good's Sarsaparilla is a most seasonable medicine at 
this time of the year. A bottle of this in the pocket is a 
sure preventive against accident, when traveling. ‘ake 
three fingers each dose.” 


At break of day, as heavenward 
The pious monks of St. Bernard 
Uttered the oft-repeated prayer, 
A voice cried through the startled air— 
«¢ St. Yacob’s Oil is a sure preventive against Chulera 
Infantum, and like complaints. ‘Three for a quarter.” 


A traveler, by the faithful hound 
Half-buried in the snow was found, 
Still grasping in his hand of ice 
The banner with the strange device— 
«*Wort’s Kidney Pills are a positive cure for Salt 
Rheum and other diseases of the head.” 


There in the twilight cold and gray, 
Lifeless, but beautiful, he lay, 

And from the sky serene and far, 

A voice fell, like a falling star— 

«* White’s Emulsion of Cod-Liver Oil is a quick and 
complete cure for weak eyes, hollow teeth, indigestion, 
loss of hair, strabismus and fever-and-ague.” 

J. A. Boyp. 
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ISTOPMOST “TOPICS. 


4 Ves A BROOKLYN STENOGRAPHER has 

“aks just been presented with triplets. 
From which we fancy that fifty or a hundred 
comic paragraphers will come out with a joke 
with something on “short-handed”? for aclimax, 









THE ONLY thing that Chicago lacks is, rich 
widows. ‘There isn’t one in the place. When 
a man dies there and leaves a rich wife, some- 
body marries her at once, before she has time 
to be a widow. There is too much enterprise 
in Chicago to allow her ever to become much 
of a city for rich widows, 


OnE oF our daily E. C.’s has a paragraph 
headed “ Found Dead in a ‘Texas Hotel.” This 
is very sad; but it would be sadder, we should 
say, to be found alive in a Brooklyn hotel. 


A PHYSIOLOGIST HAS written a three-column 
article on “When to Eat.” The proper time 
to eat is after the second cocktail. Don’t wait 
longer than that. 


‘THE MAN who crosses out mistakes and goes 
right on with his epistle does it probably be- 
cause he considers the pen mightier than the 
ink-eraser. a Be 3 

NEVER BORROw if you can possibly avoid it; 
but if you are compelled to, then borrow enough 
to make it pay you. 


HE DIDN'T SAY. 


** What??” 











60 





PUCK. 


A TRIBUTE. 


Rene let not one harsh, ungentle thought 

distain your mind, It would be wrong. 
Lam about to speak of William Bl—ck. Yes- 
terday I received the following communication. 
I knew the world to be a hard place, but I had 
not supposed it to contain such actual un- 
generosity: 

“Why don’t you take a whack at William 
Bl—ck and his ‘White Feather?’ We call it, 
here, ‘Nelly’s Story,’ because she is the only 
one who reads it, But she reads it aloud. So 
our not reading it is not aloud—to count, 
‘The people in‘ White Feather’ do nothing save 
fish for salmon, and baselessly apprehend Kelts. 
‘This was noticeable in the first chapters, and I 
told Nelly that if she did not object, | should 
like to cavil. But she objected. Now we have 
two salmon on one hook; that is one too many, 
and I have to tell you. Sic him! Nelly has a 
wood-cut of William. He is fiercely attired in 
a knight’s armor, and is the sorriest - looking 
craven you ever saw, Unless you have been 
thrown entirely in the society of cravens, you 
can form no conception of this picture, Every 
thing here is about the same old seven-and-six. 
We had a little game at Pixie’s the other night, 
and yours truly raked in—” 

But this reference to agriculture is not now 
in point, 

Reader, I have a choking sensation. It seems 
to me that it speaks poorly enough for our chiv- 
alry when we attack *. B. Anthony, sister of 
the late lamented Marc, and Lydia Pinkham 
Now, it is suggested that an attack be directed 
against W. B, Iam only a bubbling sob. 

if there is a character in this living genera- 
tion that I revere, and that I intend to revere 
until the cows arrive ches elles, it is that of 
Bl—ck. Reader, regard the man’s courage, 
and revere with me. Did you ever think what 
he might do? He might conceal himself, and 
he daringly doesn’t. I weep when I think of 
his heroism in having that picture taken, The 
moral courage that supported him while he put 
the armor on, arranged his hair with the pho- 
tographer’s comb, leaned his head against the 
rest, smiled, asked with a show of interest when 
the picture would be done—oh, it is all unap- 
proachable. 

In his stories he has only lay figures to write 
of. But is he daunted? Daunted? The craven 











Bl—ck! D-a-u-n-t-e-d? Well, 
no, He attributes to these lay 
figures the powers of speech. 
He puts on one a Glengarry 
cap, and says: “ Ronald!” Re- 
places it with a billycock hat, 
and signifies that the boule- 
versed spectator regards ‘ Lord 
Ailine.”’ Sometimes his dum- 
mies are sick; they take doses 
and die; or, if necessary to the 
story, they recover, ‘They have 
fevers and betray secrets — 
brain-fevers, an you will! He 
makes his dummies pray and 
swear, weep and laugh, blush, 
and remain unmoved, He 
makes them wander far out of 
the great smoky city, to be 
alone with their love. ‘They 
ride in the park, own yachts, 
and run up tailor-bills, It is like 
a novel, And he has dummies 
of both sexes!! " 

O matchless courage of the 
craven Bl—ck! 

Again, and as boldly as the 
rich man_ prepossessed of in- 
digence, he precipitates him- 
self into the beauties of na- 
ture. Dashing an old paint- 
rag across the landscape, he says, unshrink- 
ingly: “Behold autumn!” He rolls a lurid 
carpet over the page, and cries: “Behold a 
magnificent storm at sea!” 

“ Be bold, be bold, and everywhere be bold!”’ 
“Certainly,” says William, and he asks us: 
“Whence came the sound of the wind that 
went moaning down the yellow street toward 
the purple lake?”? How can we tell? Perhaps 
it came from a green bag-pipe playing a red 
tune, or the elephant’s breath, Inver - Mudal. 
Perhaps, who knows? from windward, But 
whence came the yellow stick that was scaled 
by the purple monkey? “Can anything be 
more solemn than moonlight on a grove of 
palms?’ Nothing except idiocy. “ But always,” 
he says, at the end of a half-page of changing 
light and shadow: “but always the permanent 
features of the landscape.” On this remark I 
rest his reputation as a hero without peer. 






mn | 


Do you know what you are getting? 





CAPPING THE CLIMAX. 









gj hl 
J. id 









INDIGNANT Moruer.—There, Johnny, you can see, if no one else can, 


Reader, this is a serious subject. I need not 
tell you that, if you have read Bl—ck’s novels. 
Lofty daring, heroism without hope, is not so 
common that we can afford to pass it by. We 
admire the courage of the lady in the museum, 
who, having no hands, nobly attempts to invoke 
the soul of harmony from a piano with her feet. 
How much greater should. be our admiration 
for Bl—ck, who, having neither hands nor feet, 
mentally speaking, to play upon that delicate 
instrument, the human soul, has, with sublime 
disregard of difficulties, and with intrepid in- 
trepidity, sat calmly down upon the keys! 

O courage of the craven Bl—ck! Lofty as 
the courage of Cesar, inimitable as the spirit 
of the times, unparalleled as the valor of d’Ar- 
tagnan, matchiess as a mighty hunter ten miles 
from town! 

And always the permanent features of his 
idiocy. WILLISTON FisH. 


UGK 


OUT TO-DAY! 


You are getting Pickincs From Puck, Third Crop. 


Take off your hat and look happy. 


This is not the original Pickincs rrom Puck. 
FROM Puck, Second Crop. 
It is all freshly plucked from the flowery fields of Literature and Art 


It isn’t either, or both, 


It is not Pickincs 
with a new cover. 


that lie in the inexhaustible back numbers of Puck. 


Its price is Twenty-five Cents, of all newsdealers. Thirty Cents by mail to any part of any civilized country. 

It is beautiful as the day and entrancing as the gazelle-like glances of an Oriental houri; and it is funnier than 
The traditional barrel of 
Step in and be happy. 


either of its predecessors, hitherto conceded to have reached the acme of humor. 
monkeys will now please to pale its ineffectual fires. 


Now you know where you are. 

















THE CELEBRATED 


& btm Of 


ARE AT PRESENT THE MOST POPULAR 
AND PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS. 
-  WAREROOMS: 
149, 151, 153, 155 East 14th Street, N. Y. 


SOHMER & CoO. 


CHICACO., ILL.: NO. 209 WABASH AVENUE. 


ESMENWANTED. Salaries and expenses pasa 
BROWN BRO8S., Nurserymen, Rochester, N.Y, 


Moenl) 
Constable ¢ Kk Co 


CARPETS, RUGS 
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UPHOLSTERY. 
FALL IMPORTATIONS 


New and Beautiful Goods Now Open. 


Proadway AK 19th st. 


New York. 








PUCK. 
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“JAMES,” said the president of an Ohio 
Manufacturing Company: ‘“ You have been 
with us twenty-eight long years.” 

“Ves, or.” 

“ And I would trust you with every dollar I 
have in the world.” 

“Thanks, Mr. White—many thanks.” 

“But, James, peculation is so rife that the 
board have decided to examine your books; it’s 
a mere matter of form, you know, and you may 
go off fishing to-morrow while an expert glances 
over them. Hope you luck, James.” 

James’s shortage was $17,000, and he wrote 
from Canada that it began eleven years ago. — 
Wall St. News. 

INEBRIATED PartTy.—-I shay, mister, how fur 
is it to Canal Street ? 

Citizen.— ‘Twenty minutes’ walk. 

INEBRIATED Party.—For you or (hic) fv’ 
me ?— Zexas Siftings. 

THERE are plenty of men who won’t jump 
from bridges, but they have no hesitation in 
jumping their board bills—every time.— Wash- 
ington Gazette. 


OTTO STIETZ 
New York Glass Letter Co. 


EMBOSSED 


GLASS SIGNS 


Glass Letters and Numbers. 


N. W.. Cor. BROOME ST. and BOWERY, 
NEW YORK. 24 


A. WEIDMANN. 


No. 306 Broadway, Corner Duane Street, New York. 
Importers and Manufacturers of 


TOYS, FIREWORKS, 


Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and 
other Material for Costumes, etc. 
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{29° PEARS’ Soap is for sale throughout the United States, and in all parts of the world, and its praises are heard and echoed everywhere. “@3q@ 





THE BRUNSWICK- BALKE-COLLENDER CO., 





THE MOST 


Extensive Manufacturers of Billiard Tables in the World 
BAR, SALOON and OFFICE FIXTURES, 
BEER COOLERS, etc., etc. 

NEW AND ARTISTIC DESIGNS. 
READY FOR IMMEDIATE DELIVERY. 
OFFICE AND FACTORY: 

FOOT OF 8th STREET, EAST RIVER. 


SALESROOM: 
Broadway, Cor. 17th St., Union Square, New York, 


PICKINGS FROM PUCK.—THIRD CROP. 
For Sale Everywhere. 





Price, Twenty-Five Cents. 





FALL, 1586. _ 


OPENING! 


Magnificent Display of Fall and Winter Woolens. 
NEW SHADES. ORIGINAL DESIGNS. 
Our Importations Include 
All the Latest Novelties from Abroad. 











TO MEASURE. 


FALL OVERCOATS fri Whicvnedente ail $78.00 
Banas SOS © | usewseanccce —— 
7aeCneae —tit®_ =... wc ent 


TD 


Hi Souler: 


Nos. 145, 147, 149 Bowery, 
and 


771 Broadway, Cor. Ninth Street. 


Samples and Self Measurement Rules sent on Application. 
. 
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Lactated Food 


The Physician's Favorite 
FOR Rear AND INVALIDS. 


LEADING PHYSICIANS 
of all Schools, and sections voluntarily 
testify to its superior merit os 

The Most NOURISHING, the Most PALATABLE 
the Most ECONOMICAL, of all Prepared Foods. 


150 MEALS for an Infant for $1.00. 
EASILY PREPARED, At Druggists—2b-,, b0c , $1.00, 
ae A valuable pamphlet on “The Nutrition of Infants and 
Tnvalids,”’ sent free on application, 616 


Ww ELLS, Ricnarpson & Co.,, Burlington, Vt. 


Life is Miserable 


When the di estive organs are impaired, Food becomes 
repulsive; the body emaciated; the mind depressed, and 
melancholy broods over you. ‘Tutt’s Liver Pills is the 
remedy for these evils; they produce sound digestion; 
create a good appetite, impart refreshing sleep and cheer- 
fulness of mind, 


“Doing Wonders.” 


S. ‘T. Williams, druggist of Salisbury, Md, wrote Jan, 

esth: “*S nd me ‘one dose n ‘Tute’s Pills, and it they prove 
what you claim for them I wili order more, Feb roth 
he writes: ** Send me six dozen more of Dr. Tutt’s Liver 
Pills, by return mail, ‘They are doing wonders here.”’ 


Tutt’s Liver Pills, 
44 Murray St., N. Y. 

COLUMBIA BICYCLES 
AND TRICYCLES. 

Many Improvements. 
Catalogue Sent Free. 
THE POPE MFG, CO., 
soy WASHINGTON STREET, BOSTON, 


> ra Warren Stresr, New York, 
BRANCH HOUSES: } irs Wanasn Avunus, CHicaco. 











WARRANTED “6. & Ww,” 






RF. RUSSIAN 
BULL DOG, $2.50 


STERLING -AMERICAN es: 
BULL DOG, 33 s8% $3.50 


THE ALFORD 4 [28 oat. $8.80 
 BERKELE co. 77 CHAMBERS ss. N.Y. 


> vero Tala aed 
BEST IN THE nn oo HAS NO EQUAL. 
getting the “Cham "; if your dealer hasn't it, sen 
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us. Send é Ja in = ps for TMustrated 84- Catalogue 692 
of Guns, Rifles, Revolvers, Police Goods, &c. ie lished 1840. 
JOHN P. LOVELL'S sens, pee owen, 5 OSTON, MASS, 








Ur those who shave at home are invited to try 
WILLIAMS’ SHAVING STICK. 


An exquisite Soap, producing a rich, mil ! 
lather that will not dry on the face while 
shaving. Delicately perfumed with Attar: f 
Roses. Each stick enclosed in a turned wood 
case, covered with leatherette. 


OBTAIN IT OF YOUR DRUGGIST, 
OR SEND 25 CENTS IN STAMPS TO 


The J. B. WILLIAMS CO., 
GLASTONBURY, CONN., 


Manuiacturers for 50 years of “Genuine 
Yankee” and other celebrated shaving so: aes 


Cc. WEIS, 


Manufacturer of Meerschaum Pipes, 
Smokers’ Articles, etc., wholesale & retail. 
= 3909 Broadway, N. Y. Factcries, 69 Walker 
Street, and Vienna, Austria. Sterling silver- 
mounted Pipes and Bowls made up in newest designs. 
Please mention Puck. 540 


JOSEPH GILLOTTS 
STEEL PENS 


Sots By ALL DEALERS Turoucsour He WORLD 
GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPOSITION-1878. 
Send Ge. apes Sete enny box of goods which which 
will help al more money than anything elsein this 
world. Fortunes await the workers absolutely sure. 
* Terms mailed free. Teves 4 Co., Augusta, 

















First Prize Medal, Vienna, 
2 » ists 
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TRAVELERS 








PUCK 


A FALL-CRICK VIEW OF 

I KIN hump my back and take the rain, 
And I don’t keer how she pours; 

I can keep kind o’ ca’m in a thunder-storm, 
No matter how loud she roars; 

I hain’t much skeered o’ the lightnin’, 
Nor I hain’t sich awful shakes 

Afeared o’ cyclones—but I don’t want none 
©’ yer dad-burned old earthquakes! 


THE EARTHQUAKE. 


As long as my legs keeps stiddy, 
And long as my head keeps plumb, 

And the buildin’ stays in the front lot, 
I still can whistle some! 

But about the time the old clock 
Flops offn the mantel-shelf, 

And the burro skoots for the kitchen, 
I'm a goin’ to skoot, myself! 


Plague take! ef you keep me stabled 
While any earthquakes is round, 
I'm jist like the stock—I'll beller, 
And break for the open ground! 
And I’low you'll be as nervous, 
And in jist about my fix, 
When yer whole farm slides from under you, 
And on’y the mor'gage sticks! 


Now cars hain’t a-goin’ to kill you 
Ef you don’t drive ’crost the track; 
Creditors never’ll jerk you up 
Ef you go and pay ’em back; 
You kin stand all moral and mundane storms 
Ef you ‘Hl only just behave— 
But a’ EARTH JUAKE—well, ef it wanted you, 
It ud husk you out o’ yer grave! 
James Wurrcomb RILEY. 
YounG Wire (who ts trying hard to be prac- 
tical).—I see eggs are firmer, according to the 
market reports, 
HusBanp.—Yes, my love. 
Wire. — ‘That means that they are 
boiled, doesn’t it ?— Boston Budget. 


hard- 


CLARA writes to ask if it is proper to call the 
young woman who has been the queen of sev- 
eral seasons at the Islands a“ chestnut belle.’’ 
The appellation is quite correct, Clara, and 
when you learn that the young lady is engaged, 
you can call that “ ringing the chestnut belle.” 
— Watertown Times. 

A sound mind goes very seldom without a sound digestion, and 
nothing centributes more towards it than the use of Angostura 
Bitters, the world renowned app tzer and invigorator, manu- 


tactured only | by Dr. J. GB, , Siegert & Sous. 
CA y: some boxes, All strictly pure, Suitable 
for presents. Try it once. 


. F. CUNTHER, Confectioner 
C.F Madison St.. Chicago. ° 


PEARLS yar MOUTH. 











Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up im hand- 








BEAUTY AND FRAGRANCE 


Are Communicated to the Mouth by 


SOZODONT, 


which.-renders the teeth pearly white, the gums rosy and 
the breath sweet. By those who have used it, it is re- 
garded as an indispensable adjunct of the toilet. It 
thoroughly removes tartar from the teeth without injuring 
the enamel. 











I Pioremus on 





amy 
Tomer Soaps: 


* You have demonstrated that a fer /ect/y pure 
soap may be made, 1, therefore, cordially com- 
mend to ladies and to the « ommunity in gene ral 
the employment of your pure ‘La Belle’ toilet 
soap over any adulterated article.”’ 


tn nena te ea an me 





Is made from the choicest quality 
of stock, and contains a_ LARGE 
PERCENTAGE of GLYCERINE; 
therefore it is specially adapted for 18 
Toilet, Bath and Infants. 


D. _ LANCELL’S 
ASTHMA 


CATARRH ‘REMEDY 


SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS. 
ears between life and 
Ty STHMA or PHTHI. 
s10, treated by eminent physicians 
and ‘receiving no benefit, was coim- 
pelled during the last by cars of illness 
to sit on a chair day and night gasp. 
‘ing for breath, Sufferings were be- 
W yond description. In de» —_ expe + 
snented on m self by compounding 1oots and herbs anc 
inhalin " the medicine thus, oa a I fortunately dis 
covere “this V 's Wonderful Cure for Asthma and Catarrh 
wa ranted to relieve the most stubborn case of ASTHMA 
in Five Minutes, so that the patient can lie down to rest 
and sleep comfortably. Sufferersfrom Asthma, Catarrh, 
May Fever ME :R ‘MAN eo send forfreetrialpkg. ,, , 
J.Z O., Wooster, Ohio. 
ALBERT CARD ‘Bastoln Manager, 
866 Sixth Ave., ork City. 
FULL SIZE BOX BY Wal, $1.00, 


BOWERY BAY BEACH, 


ON LONG ISLAND SOUND, OPPOSITE RIKER'S 
ISLAND. 
A new summer family resort ; finest beach for bathing, swim- 
ming, boating, and fishing; safest place, with ample police 
protection, 











Bathing pavilion, restaurant, and beautiful shady grounds, 
NOW OPEN. Separate Picnic Grounps, 

Reached by summer cars of Steinway and Hunter’s Point 
Horse Rail-road, in 20 minutes from Astoria (g2d St.) Ferry, and 
40 minutes from Hunter’s Point ferries, connecting with every 
hoat from 5 A. M. till midnight. Fare from New York, via g2d 
St. Ferry, 10 cents. 

Elegant drive from g2d St. Ferry, Astoria, along river-front, op- 


























posite Hell Gate, Ward’s Island, etc., to Bowery Bay Be; ach. $53 
Is not only wearying and un- 
pleasant, but is a very grave 
cut, often preceding 
NING OF THE 
BRAIN, INSANITY, 
NEURASTHENIA, PA- 
RALYSIS, &c. Sleep is 
absolutely ne ~cessary to health, 
ae can easily be had ao using 
ly Nervous Dyspepsia, 
P ysis, Locomotor Ataxia, 
Opium Habit, Headache, 
Drunkenness, Ovarian Neura 
Hysteria, Nervous seen, 
euralgia, Epilepsy, 
———_—— 
ck H he, St. Vitus’s Dance, 
Sciatica, Neurasthenia, &c. 
gahis is in. & in no sensea PATENT MEDICIN 
PR piates oF or Chioral. It isa Nerve is QM. 
Pana Ton is the Nat sarel ponleana Reste 
—— Known. sinate < ted ares a Nervous 
Ld — 5 
Sas So" per “Bolte. “ FREE ™ 


SCOTCH OATS oat ircangies Kee C0.. 174 Fulton St, N.Y. 








Numbers 9, 10, 26, 76, 140, 154, 163 and 418 of the 
English Puck will be bought at this office at ro cents 
per copy. In mailing please roll lengthwise. 
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Years 


experience 


“Prov les 
PerryDovis 
Pare 

ver 


the CURE +or 
CHOLERA 


Cholera-Worbus Diarrhoea 
a ev tery Svommer Com- 


arts, all Diseases 
ty pga is 


CURE Ht THtDE AF 


=, bs IMPROVED CUSHIONED EAR DRUMS Per- 
« THe Heartne and perform the work of the natural drum, 71¢ 

Invaitle, coma and always in position. All conversation and even 

e heard distinctly. Send for illustrated book with testimonials, 

_ FREE Address F, HISCOX, 853 Broadway,N.Y. Name this — 














“Sulphur Soap”’ secured by Letters Patent, 





Sulphur Span 


Washing freely with GLENN’S SULPHUR 
SOAP parts affected ‘vith skin diseases which have 
usually been dressed with offensive sulphur ointments, 
will effect a certain cure without leaving behind any 
disgusting odor. Of all druggists. 





Hill’s Hair and Whisker Dye, Black or Brown, 50c. 








‘DENTAL OFFICE OF 
Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess 


NO. 162 WEST 23D STREET, Bet. 6th and 7th Aves., N. Y. 


| 


| 











SPREADING THE BROOKLYN “ EAGLE.”’ 


The Medical Record discusses the question: 


| “ How to Sleep,” and gives a long, scientific 


formula for inducing sleep. What ’s the matter 
with going to church ? 


At the close of a game of base-ball in Chi- 
cago, the players and spectators, in a singular 
fit of abstraction (abstraction is of daily occur- 
rence in Chicago), had nearly emptied the en- 
closure before it was remembered that they had 
forgotten to kill the umpire. ‘The crowd then 
returned and hanged him. They may some- 
times be a little forgetful in Chicago, but they 
never intentionally neglect their duty. 

A Parisian has just paid one thousand dol- 
lars for the bath in which Murat was killed. 
Sounds reasonable. We have seen Frenchmen, 
Canadian French, to whom a bath would be 
easily worth four thousand dollars. 

The bear of the Adirondacks is ashy, timid, 
sensitive brute. He prowls around in the rasp- | 
berry and blackberry bushes, chewing berries | 
with a pair of jaws that could chew up the leg 
of a strong man. Should the bear see you 
gathering berries in the same patch before you 
see him, he will run—run like a Turk. It is of 
no use for you to run after him; you can’t catch 
him, But if you see the bear first, and do the 
running yourself, he will keep on eating ber- 
ries. Only one bear has been killed in our part 
of the woods this summer. A man met this 
bear on the road one night. Both man and 
bear were unarmed. 
club and hit the bear, but the club broke. 
man got another one, knocked the bear down 
and pounded him to death. By far the most 
dangerous bears [ have seen in these woods 
were a pair of dancing bears owned by a party 
of tramping Turks. They were enormous fel- 
lows, the bears, and they appeared to be suffer- 
ing from some cutaneous disease which they 
had contracted from the Turks, and this humili- 
ating affliction made them very cross. But you 
couldn’t blame them.— 2. /. Burdette. 


SoME men are born great, but they can’t 
my there without brains.—/Pii/ade stein Cail. 








Horsford’ s Acid Phosphate 


Invaluable as a Tonic. 
Dr. J. L. Pratt, Greenfield, Ill., says: ¢¢ It is all that 
it claims to be—invaluable as a tonic in any case where 
an acid tone is indicated.” 








America’s Favorite 
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excellent appetizing tonic Couns aisite flavor, now used over the 
wm cures Dyepereis Disrch mae Fever and Ague, and all 
disorders of the D qutice Ow ans. A few drops imparts delicious Iavor 
to @ glass ofchampagne, and to all summer drinks. Try it, 
beware of counterfeits. Ask your grecer or druggist for the geoul» 
article, manufactured by DR. J.G. an SIEGERT & SONS. 


3. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT, 
51 BROADWAY, NW, ¥, 


PERLE D’OR 


CHAMPAGNE. 


DRY AND EXTRA DRY. 
NEw 





YORK. 


178 DuaNeE STREET, 
OKER’S BITTERS 

a The Oldest and Best of All 

STOMACH BITTERS, 

AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER 

To be had in Quarts and Pints. 

L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor, 

78 JOHN STREET, NEW YORK. 


PROSPECT BREWERY, 


Cor. Eleventh and Oxford Streets. 
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BUDWEIS LAGER BEER 


from this Brewery is particularly adapted to Export i 


well as in Bottles. Its keeping qualities are unsurpassed. We 
also recommend our 


HERCULES MALT WINE 
as the purest, most wholesome, and cheapest Extract of Malt in 
existence. 7% 


DEN MUSEE. 
HUNGARIAN GYPSY BAND. 


certs. 


Barrels as 


55 West a3rd Street. 
Reé€ngagemer it of the 
Daily two Grand Con- 

a imission, 50 cents. Sunday ad 


ission, 25 cents 





Winnie , 10, 76, 140, 154, 163 and 418 of the 
5 3 

English Puck will be bought at this office at Io cents per 

copy. In mailing please roll lengthwise 
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